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next day they all remounted and pushed on to
Hardwick Hall, and by the following night
achieved Nottingham itself. The next day was
Saturday ; and in the evening they rode into
Leicester. The Cardinal could go no farther.

The monks of Leicester Abbey gathered in the
darkness to meet him, with their torches aflame.
The journey had been made with such difficulty
that night had actually fallen before they entered
the city. They were assembled there to greet
him in honour of his office, and expected to see
the powerful frame of the dignified Cardinal.
Instead of that they found an old man, withered
to a shadow of what he had been, who had to be
lifted from his mule by the attendants. Ci Father
Abbot,55 he said, as the Prior came forward to
meet him, " I am come to leave my bones among
you." So they carried him up to the bed from
which he was never to rise again. For Wolsey
had been attacked by dysentery earlier in the
journey and was now desperately ill. A fatal
disease had overtaken him in time to save him
from the death to which his enemies were slowly
bringing him. He was far from London and the
King's care, and there was no Court physician to
wait upon him. There was but a local doctor
who had already done him more harm than good;
and, in spite of the doom that the wretched Card-
inal so well deserved, it is impossible not to feel a
profound pity for the forsaken and pain-stricken
body that was laid upon his bed that night.